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winter, when she acknowledged that, right or wrong, she was in love
with him. She no longer compared her feeling for Paul with what she
had felt for Victor, or tormented herself with the idea that what she
felt for Paul made her disloyal to Victor. Victor belonged to the past,
a world that had been shovelled into the grave along with the men
who died in it; Paul was of the present, and it was in the present that
one was compelled to live. One did the best for oneself, made for
oneself an oasis of peace and beauty in the howling wilderness of living.
Imagination could not reach to the future, and therefore it did not
exist.

14
It seemed to Ivor Bard, watching her, that Anna went about that
autumn and winter with the soft dreaming look of a young bride or
expectant mother in her face. She had lost the strained haggard look
which had robbed her of youth and attractiveness. Now there was
upon her the glow of a woman who is in love and loved, her whole
being irradiated from within, her eyes reflecting it, her whole body
warm and vital and alive with it, that radiance of the bride, which
whatever medical science might have to say about it in terms of sex
glands normally functioning, nevertheless goes beyond the physical.
He was glad for her present happiness, but asked himself, from time to
time, as they all moved through the dark forest of the world at war,
what happened in such relationships when, inevitably, the army moved
on?
Paul had confided to him that he hoped that after the war Anna
would come to his own country and that they would be married;
he gathered that Anna had not committed herself, and he was glad;
one does not discuss permanent relationships in a changing world.
Nevertheless, he was troubled, and he was particularly troubled on an
evening when he went to the town-hall to play the colonel a game of
chess and was given the colonel's regrets that he must cancel the
arrangement. He knew what it meant. In the ebb and flow of war
there had been indications lately that the tide was changing. He saw
it not merely in the heavily censored news that came through but in the
faces of the colonel and his staff. Reinforcements had been sent to
Ling, and the roads outside were an endless stream of military traffic.
There was fierce fighting in the north; the country was not merely
occupied territory but looked like becoming a battlefield. People
were beginning to whisper together, fearfully, of the prospects of *libera-
tioQ*. The important thing was to keep one's head, of course, not